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Iris, you see,, is to be translated Julie.

Iris, you torture me too much,
Your laws I keep, yet still I blame ;
Forc'd afeigrid passion to prolong,
And hide a real flame.

Your eyes, to which I yield my arms,
Make pastime of me, and I moan ;
I suffer daily for your charms,
And for your pleasure groan.

This martyrdom *s too hard to bear.
What can I speak and what forbear ?
My torturd heart is full of care.

Love burns me and distracts my breast,
Yet with no pity you 're possess'd,
I die in pain, I die your jest.

JUL. I see you profess to be far more ill-treated than
you are; but to tell lies without thinking, and to
attribute to your mistresses cruelties of which they
are not guilty, are licences which all you poets
take, to fit in with any ideas that come into your
heads. Nevertheless, I should be very glad if you
would give me these verses in writing*.

THE V. It is enough to have recited them to you, I
ought to be content with that; one may be allowed
sometimes to He foolish enough to compose verses,
but not to let them be seen.

JUL. It is in vain that you hide yourself behind a veil
of false modesty; every one knows you have wit,,
and I do not see any reason why you should
conceal it.

THE V. Good Heavens ! Madam, do not let us venture
rashly upon that ground, I beseech you ; it is dan-